i6a        THE TREND OF  MODERN POETRY

idlers, passing thence to symbols of our barrenness :

A heap of broken images, where the sun beats,

And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief,

And the dry stone no sound of water . . .

The decay of love in the modern world is then
suggested by a quotation from Wagner's Tristan
and Isolde (romantic idolatry), with which is
compared an instance of amorous sentimentality.
That secret wisdom, too, has fallen on evil days is
shown by the introduction of the Tarot pack of
cards, used formerly for divination, now for fortune-
telling. He ends with a vision of London as an
Unreal City, in a nightmare of memories :

That corpse you planted last year in your garden,
Has it begun to sprout ?    Will it bloom this year ?

The connection with the fertility cult is thus
emphasised.

In Part 2, called A Game of Chess, to recall the
dramatic irony of Middleton's Bianca and the fatal j
power of woman, he cleverly draws us two types
of modern  woman  in  contrasted  literary styles.*
After a picture of a luxurious boudoir which rivals
Keats, he gives the petulant  conversation of its
tenant, and her eternal question :

What shall we do to-morrow ?
What shall we ever do ? ...

The man replies :

The hot water at ten.
And if it rains, a dosed car at four.
And we shall play a game of chess,
Pressing lidless eyes and waiting for a knock upon the door.